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Alas, how poorly these depart, Their graves still unattended! Who dies not of a broken heart, Is not of death commended. His memory is only sweet. All praise and pity moving, Who kindly at his mistress3 feet Does die with over-loving.
And now thou frown'st, and now I die;
My corpse by lovers followed.
Which straight shall by dead lovers lie;
That ground is only hallowed.
If priests are grieved I have a grave,
My death not well approving,
The poets my estate shall have
To teach them the art of loving.
And now let lovers ring their bells, For me poor youth departed. Who kindly in his love excels By dying broken hearted. My grave with flowers let virgins strow; Which, if thy tears fall near them, May so transcend in scent and show, As thou wilt shortly wear them.
Such flowers how much will florists prize, Which, on a lover growing, Are watered by his mistress' eyes3 With pity ever flowing.54                 SIR    WILLIAM    DAVENANT        1605-1668
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